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Dusseldorf, 198b 


Author's Notes: 
Set in 1986 in Dusseldorf, during Mayhem's first visit to Germany. The guys mentioned are the members of 
Assassin, with whom Jørn and Øystein had the joke side project Checker Patrol. 


| can't get enough of these two, so l'm giving you another one (and there's more to come). 


"Hey, Jagermeister!" Robert nearly shouts though his tiny bedroom is cramped with eight people. "Are you still 


a virgin?" 
With all eyes and ears in the room on Øystein, he adds, "Or are you also der Pussymeister?" 


While that term gets a laugh out of everyone, Øystein arranges his lips in that peculiar smile of superiority 
which makes me want to sigh, and replies, "Attached to this body is Norway's most wanted dick" 


Everybody flips over with laughter at this shameless exaggeration, only | stare in bemusement. The language 
seems so out of character for Øystein, | almost feel offended - not by the use of words, but because they 


slipped out of his mouth, this mouth of which | thought | knew what to expect. 


He shoots me a challenging look that dares me to say otherwise, implying that in this case our friendship is 
over and done with. It's a test on my loyalty, brought on by a question that never fails to pressure teenage 


boys into bragging, a question | was sure would leave him unfazed. 
But there he sits, clench-jawed and grimly serious about being the most laid guy in our whole country. 


| am genuinely surprised. As much as | can't tell if Øystein is interested in sex at all, | can also never tell what 


kind of image he wants to entertain in front of whom. 


He doesn't care too much about not smoking, doing drugs or drinking, which most of his metal mates do - 
although he did develop a taste for that herb liquor he got his nickname from since we've come to Germany. 
He also defends his choice of music that is "too soft and artsy" for some of those mates to the death 


without caring for coolness, or rather among the lines of You dont get fo fell me what is cool, | define cool! 


All of his comebacks got this edge of bitchy competitiveness. Øystein makes sure to emphasise that his being 
different, whether accepted or not, reigns supreme above the taste of the common crowd. He carves his 
position of an outsider in outsiderdom into a throne, forges his edges into a crown, Still he's only a prince in 


this self-made kingdom of his. 

Yet, sometimes fitting in is what we want to do, all desire for recognition of our otherness laid aside. But if | 
told Øystein right now that what he's doing is a normal craving for approval, he would deny it. He would deny 
anything that brands him ordinary. 


At times it is /m simply above you lot and at other times it's / want fo fucking prove myself to those lowborn 
imbeciles! He would rather eat Jon's socks than admit he's got human insecurities. 


But they're very real and very human right now. 


So when Robert, bierselig and grinning, nods into the direction of Manheim, Jon and me, wanting to know what 


we think of it, | jump to the defense of Bystein's manliness and honour. 

"He can't complain about a lack of offers, that's for sure." | wink suggestively. No need for them to know that 
the only female I've seen all over him so far was my grandpa's dog licking his face. But given that everybody 
knows I've had my fair share of adventures, my word should count as solid. 

Overeager to contribute, yet too drunk to make sense, Jon chimes in: "Yeah, Jørn and Øystein fuck a lot" 


Lulle's Pils spills out of his nostrils and onto his new Kreator-shirt. "What? You mean each other?" 


Everyone but us goes hysterical. | observe Øystein as he glares daggers and double-edged swords at Jon and 
then at Manheim, who's out of breath from giggling. 


"Guess they know something about Arse Vivendi" Micha gasps between tears and snickering, and the group 
howls with laughter. 


| thought seething with rage wos figuratively speaking, but now | know that it's based on a very literal 
phenomenon. Bystein radiates anger, his eyes - though dark now - glint with it. 


That's not exactly the best way to respond to such a joke, and he should know. He seems uncharacteristically 
touchy about the subject, although there are worse things than being accused of getting off with me, in my 


opinion. 


| never knew his cheeks could be so red. Mesmerised by the visible heat that creeps over his face, | miss the 
flexing of his tendons and muscles shortly before he lunges at Jon. | could have prevented him from making a 


fool of himself, had | not kept my eyes on him. How ironic. 


"Sober the fuck up, you cunt!" The fact that he shut Jon up in English tells me that he's too aware of where 


we are, that this is a performance of sorts. 


There he sits, the prince of the underground, undignified, stripped bare of his smugness and rearranging his 


hair as if looking for his lost crown 


He didn't even hurt Jon, but nobody's laughing anymore. The mood seems to have hit rock bottom suddenly, as 
everyone realises how very not funny Øystein finds this conversation The playful curiosity that prompted the 
question in the first place is gone, and not to Øysteins advantage. 


Robert changes the subject quickly, but after the awkward silence, the chatter sounds not half as happy as it 
did before. 


Maybe its this awkwardness that leads to the mood brightening up again, because everybody keeps to their 
bottles, imbibing beer after beer out of embarrassment. Soon, everyone's pretty drunk, or drunker than 


before, even Øystein, who glumly swallows down his Jagermeister. 


I'm feeling unwell and don't know if its the alcohol, but I've got an unpleasant feeling in my stomach. 
Anticipation, maybe? The loud music blasting from Robert's stereo - | can't even tell the band anymore - 


vibrates through my guts so violently | feel the need to throw up. 


As the Assassin guys debate over what should be Lulle's first tattoo, Jon is dozing off in the corner and 
Manheim can be heard vomiting in the bathroom between the songs. 

Øystein, who has avoided my gaze since urging me to affirm his desirability to the others, scoots closer again 
Unable to navigate his hands properly, as he's not used to being intoxicated, he gives my shoulder a shaky 


shove. 


"Why dintcha say anythin?" I've never heard him slur before, and although he still sounds upset, his mumbled 


Norwegian makes him seem less of a threat than he is anyway. 


A thought crosses my inebriated mind: Maybe it was the alcohol that made him react so badly in the first 


place? 


"Enough for you," | say as firmly as | can and pat away his hand as he reaches for another bottle of 
Jägermeister. "Have sum Coke, ‘k?" 


He doesn't even protest. | wonder if the herb liquor is just another adjustment to the local mainstream, if he 
likes it at all. Its the only alcoholic beverage he drinks, but perhaps it just the least disgusting for him, a 
compromise? Anyway, he doesn't seem to mind switching to his beloved Coke again, and l'm glad as hell for 


that. 

With gestures and some slurred phrases | tell Robert that we're looking for Coke, and he responds as good as 
he can - for his English gets worse with every sip - that if there's none in the fridge, there's a kiosk just 
around the corner. 

On the way upstairs | make sure that Manheim didn't pass out on the toilet and send him back to the boys. 
Øystein and | stumble directly outside. He's probably forgotten about the fridge, and | just want out into the 
cool night air to sober up a little, and because smoking's not allowed in Robert's house. 

When my fingers dig into my pocket to produce the cigarettes, Øystein grabs my arm. 

"Will ya wait fo! me?" 

| can feel how my tired facial muscles relax into the first smile since hours. 

“course | will." 

No coke, no smoke. Its an unspoken rule that whenever | want to take a drag and Bystein has the prospect of 
a bottle, we give in to unhealthy temptation together. Luckily, the colourful lights announce the kiosk is not far, 


and Øystein gets the sugary stuff his dreams are made of. 


The bottle cap gives its trademark pop when my lighter switches on Its a ritual, it evolved like these things 
do: arising from a bond, strengthening that bond and giving it meaning. 


The dark liquid fizzles, the sparks at the cigarette end glint as if mimicking Dystein's rage from earlier. | get 
that unpleasant feeling again. | want to forget about what happened, and also talk about it. It seems I'm not 


alone. 


‘Ive kissed many girls. You don't know them, they're not into metal or punk." Øystein is articulate again but 


sounds spaced out, he must be really fucking tired - and still drunk, of course. 


Its alright, Bystein" 


"But | have. It's true." 

"Look, whatever. | believe you." Only kissing is not the same as fucking, glad you admit it. So much for being 
Norway's most wanted dick’, the dick part being the truest of all, cause you fucking behaved like one! l'm not 
angry though, just frustrated. 

"Fine. That's settled then" 

Fist to his mouth, he suppresses a burp, and leans back against the bench we're sitting on. His eyes are half 
closed already. | wonder how that's even possible after drinking this mixture of sugar and caffeine. His body's 
probably used to it, Prince of Coca Cola that he is. 

"There's one thing though.." My words surprise me. Obviously this has kept nagging at me. 

"Hm?" As sleepy as he sounds, he might not even listen 

"Is the thought really so repellent?" 


"Of course it is" His eyes are closed now, l'm not sure he knows what we're talking about. 


"l'm sure you wouldn't want that either. But its got nothing to do with you, although you have cigarette 


breath, and that awful ‘tache distorts your face.." He yawns and now /m not sure what he's on about. 


"Just knock it off, Jørn” He almost falls asleep on my shoulder. | don't want to spend the night on Robert's 
couch again, but that's exactly where I'm dragging him, removing his boots and covering him with his leather 
jacket as he plops down, Just to be safe, | put him into the recovery position Don't want him doing a Bon Scott. 


Here we go again, | think. The prince is not yet ready fo rule, but he's already found himself a loyal valet who 
looks affer him. l'm more than that though, and from tomorrow on Øystein can take care of himself. | won't 


keep him out of trouble anymore - except if it concerns the band. 


But for now it's "Good night," as | brush a black streak out of his face and settle down next to him to sleep. 


